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* Are you partial to evening visiting? * Mrs.
Southey inquired.    * I must confess that we are
not.    Mr.  Southey has so much work in the
evening and the roads are so often floated by the
rain.    Not that I think this is a rainy district in
reality.    It is only that it seems very hard when
it does come down.    Does it not rain hard some-
times,  Mr.  Herries?    I have never seen such
hard rain anywhere.'

Mr. Southey, who was offering cake and bread
and butter with a graciousness that almost de-
manded the accompaniment of music, answered
with gravity: * It is the rainy hours that give
us the opportunity for all our reading. Is it not
so, Edith? Or rather, in my little girl's case,
the writing out of charades and riddles into our
book. Come now, Edith. Confess. How many
charades have you copied in to-day? '

' None at all, Papa. I have been in the town
with Mama.'

What Judith liked in him, she thought, was
the warmth of his affections. As he spoke to his
daughter his eyes looked on her as though he
would surrender the world for her sake. And,
as she knew, there was his boy Herbert whom he
loved even more dearly.

* That is what my friend Wordsworth will
never do.    Copy a charade for a lady.    No, he
bows and regards her sternly and slips out of
door and  takes  a walk.    Are  you  acquainted
with Wordsworth, Mrs. Herries?    The greatest
man alive in England to-day.    Yes, indeed, the
greatest man in England, as the world will see